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He\'s In my Head 


Author's Notes: 
This was my first slash ever. Many thanks to Katelyn for her awesome beta work 


Roger and David are lying on the grass like two stray lunatics. Above their heads, clouds are floating in the 
sky - their shapes and colours seem bulged and uncanny because of the drugs the boys were taking today. 
They didn't really take much - but enough that neither of them remember how they got to the meadow. Out 
of Roger's mind's chaos are coming only blurred, shapeless images of today's party - Mick Jagger's face, 
Marianne Faithfull! s naked body (seems she was wearing only her tie all the time), David Bowie with his hand 
under some pretty boy's shirt. Then - a black hole. 


Roger is very happy, however, if he didn't take the drugs, he would've been a bit nervous. Because in this very 
moment, his long-time dream is coming true. He's all alone with Dave, no walls, no curtains between them. Rog 
has been wanting this since the moment after one crazy party when he accidentally saw two of his male 
friends together in bed. The sight turned him on more than he would ever thought and he momentarily began 
to want this. To try "it" with a man Not with any man, oh no, since the very beginning he wanted him to be 
David, his killingly handsome friend with a smile that would bring anybody to his knees. Roger was afraid that 


his daydream was utterly unreal, it's been so seldom there were just two of them together, without 
colleagues from the band or any other friends, and since Roger started to crave for Dave, he didn't manage to 
stay alone with him for more than five minutes (the maliciousness of fate). There was always someone 


disturbing them - well, in fact, disturbing Rog and his growing, frantic need of intimacy. 


But now David is lying next to him - strong, masculine and tempting like a bitter chocolate. Roger props himself 
up on an elbow and watches his friend. His hair is long and a bit tangled (just like Roger's) and he's wearing 
vividly-coloured clothes (with obligatory bell-bottoms, of course). Roger's whole body is screaming with desire, 
the Earth is long gone and everything becomes some sort of one, powerful vertigo. And the centrosphere of 


this new world is Dave. 


His eyes are closed, he looks peaceful and beautiful. Roger lifts his hand and his slim, long-fingered palm 
strokes his friend's unshaved chin. David's foggy eyes are suddenly opened and he's watching Roger, who lost 
courage to continue the gentle caress. He's always been like this in his band-friend's presence - nervous, even 
a bit shy - he becomes this weak, little boy who never really knew his father, again. Sometimes he gets away 
from his own feelings to fake unconcern and coldness (he hasn't learnt dictatorial, hysterical behaviour yet - 
there'll be time for this in the future). But not today - now he's all exposed to David, vulnerable to every 
possible hurt, like a tuberosis flower in his hands. Roger is thrilling all over, but there's no outside chill. He's 
already been hurt and damaged by people, how this could be any worse, he's trying to calm himself down. And 
yet, he knows that if now David pushes him away, itll be much, much worse - it would be the final cut for 


his edged heart. 


But just then, David rises himself, lays a hand on his friend's and very slowly laces their fingers together. His 
burning eyes are lancing right through Roger, but there's no rejection or cruelty in them - no, there's only 
one simple, silent question Roger nods his head - he can hardly believe what's happening. Oh God, now David 


really can do with him whatever he wants. And so he does. 


His fingers begin to wander across Roger's chest, gradually undoing, almost teasing his buttons, slowly untying 
colourful scarf - and then, they dive between the opened shirt's front. 

Their first touch is like a burning iron to Roger, his velvet, full lips are parting, he can't help hyperventilating. 
Well, of course, women have been touching him a countless amount of times, but now it's so very different.. 
David's hands are slender and wonderful, with his nimble guitarist's fingers. He maps Roger's body with the 
greatest gentleness, gliding over his skin, and suddenly, he pinches a small nipple between his fingertips, hard. 
Roger hisses from pleasure, David smiles and because of drugs, it's a space cadet's smile. A real devil's grin in 


fact. 


He says something, Roger tries to focus his attention on words, but it's not easy because these fingers have 
already set off for another nipple. Oh yeah, David wants to know if Roger ever.. The sudden lower of Rog's 
eyes and his fierce blush reveal all that Dave wants to know. He's smiling again, his white teeth flashing wildly, 


like a harbinger of something inhumane. 


And suddenly David is on Roger, obscuring his whole view, and the guitarists beautiful hands are brutally 
tearing the shirt off Roger's arms, a delicate sound of rending silk pouring through the air. This track is 


followed by the velvet trousers and every last piece of cloth. Roger is afraid to say a single word, too scared 
of his demon lover. In a minute, turned away by him, Rog's lying on his stomach, completely naked, with Dave 
squeezing into his arms. Roger isn't sure if he's more terrified or excited, but when David's hand quickly, 
without hesitation, roams over his body and goes down his belly, suddenly he's certain like hell. His back is 
arching, he makes an animal howl in his throat. Dave laughs with his mouth pressed to Roger's back, but these 
wonderful hands never give up their manic dance. It appears to Roger that he's losing his mind, he never felt 
like this with anybody - the alone awareness this is he, David, lying here on his slim naked body and touching 
it, drives him to madness. It's a wild fantasy coming true - in fact, one of the many fantasies he had during 
the last weeks. Lying in his bed, touching himself or making love to women, he was still thinking about his 
colleague, band-friend, collaborator. Under influence of these sinful memories, Roger gets the chills. He wants 


to tell David about them, but when he feels teeth biting on his earlobe, he can only manage a scream. 


David's hand for a moment had been where Roger most needed it - stroking, teasing, playing with pressure and 
friction - but now ¡Fs gone, long nails biting into Roger's thighs - Rog is not even sure - his lover's or his 


own. 


When he feels a tongue gliding over his back, he can't help moaning Dave's name, over and over, louder and 
louder, until David squeezes his hip and with a hiss orders him to shut up. A red mark appears on Roger's hip, 
for a moment he feels like crying, but there's no time for this, because Dave's tongue is still getting lower and 
then.. Oh. Never, even in his wildest fantasies (which sometimes included David kneeling, tied with Roger's scarf 
and choking with his sperm, flowing from the corners of his mouth) he wouldn't imagine.. Oh really, he never, 


never... 


David is tasting him like the most wonderful dessert, his tongue is moist, velvet and nimble, and he seems to 


know every possible pleasure spot inside Roger's body. None of them Rog ever knew himself. 


Roger, in an act of desperation, tries to masturbate, but Dave seems to observe everything - never slipping 
his tongue out of Rog, he violently pushes his hand away. Roger is almost crying with desperation, in his foggy 
mind he feels anxious that in a minute he's going to come without a single touch in the right place, like a 


fucking teenager who can't stand the foreplay. 


But then, unexpectedly, Dave's tongue pulls out, there's a short pause and some quiet rustle, Roger can't 
breathe. He feels wet, stained, full of need, and he's afraid to turn his head away. Suddenly and so wildly that 
Roger's heart almost jumps out of his chest, two steady, strong hands lift his body, then place him on his 
hands and knees (Roger feels like a rag doll, he's shaking and trembling), and then without hesitation they part 
his buttocks and.. 


Roger's wild, staring eyes in a second are tightly closed from pain, and then there's a single teardrop flowing 
from under his lid. It hurts, it hurts so very much, and David's body, which Roger certainly still doesn’t see, 
suddenly seems so distant and impersonal, pinning him almost to the ground. And then deeper and deeper, the 
pain is building, Roger can't help making a small sob.. 


David stops moving and his hand covers Roger's mouth - but gently, so gently. He asks Rog to open his eyes 


(how does he know they're closed, anyway?), says something about the sky and trees, about relaxing and 
breathing. And - which is the most important thing - he assures Roger that soon there will be no more pain. 
No more. Simultaneously, David's fingers are brushing off Roger's curls and caressing his nape, soon replaced 
by his hot lips. And for this mouth, and these hands, Rog really tries to breathe calmer, to relax his tensed 
muscles. After a short moment it seems to get better, because David slips inside him deeper, and then he 


withdraws and.. 


Oh, goddamit! All of a sudden, the pain becomes an essential, wonderful component of a killing pleasure, which 
sends Roger somewhere far away, on the dark side of the moon. He's no longer capable of controlling his own 
throat, from which David's name comes out over and over. But this time Dave doesn't seem to mind at all.. 
Roger realises that he hears a moan not his own. David, whose hips are moving faster and faster, until Rog is 
hazily afraid for him to strain some tendon, seems to get deeper with every motion. And he's groaning louder 
and louder, and these words arrange themselves into a wonderful, alluring mosaic. These words speak about 
how bloody much he wants Roger, how wonderful, hot, tight, soft Rog is, and how he, Dave, is going to fuck 
him so hard Roger won't manage to walk for a week. And oh, this is exactly the way he's fucking him. The pain 
appears and vanishes, but the pleasure never ceases. Roger's sweaty hands are sliding over the grass, his 
locks are obscuring his face and sticking to his forehead, but he doesn't care. The thought of how they look 
Together, wildly making love under the sky, sends mad chills to his nerve endings, he's never been so aroused 


by his very own thoughts during sex before. 


David's husky voice is filtering with Roger's thoughts, complementing or obscuring each other in turn. So 
vulgarly, so lecherously, being taken from behind, and David's chin rubbing against his shoulder blades, and 
Roger is so damn tight, this fucking virgin, and nobody's going to ever, ever have him like this - because now 


he's David's, David's, oh yes, now you're mine, Roger, you fucking little slut. 


Yes, Roger is screaming, oh yes, and really, he doesn't care what's this he supports so eagerly, as long as 
"this" includes David deep inside Rog, biting on his arm and hitting this pleasure spot every now and then - 
forever. Yes, just don't stop, just never stop.. 


Roger bends his head and sees Dave's hand sliding down his belly - but just before the hand achieves its goal, 
Roger is coming, like never before in his whole life, and covers the grass with his hot sperm. His insides are 
clenching convulsively, as if he wanted Dave to stay in him forever. Dave is screaming now, and Roger through 
the haze of his orgasms is thrilled to hear his own name. Then he feels as Dave grabs his hips, filling him with 
his essence. Now Roger has David, warm and pulsing, deep inside of him, and he still has, when they divide and 
limply fall to the ground, and he's going to have him there forever. All of a sudden, Roger is not afraid 
anymore, not that he might lose David just like he lost his father, or that Dave might damage him like his 
mother and many other women. No, he's complete, accomplished, perhaps except for this little feeling of loss 
when Dave came out of him, but it really doesn't matter. 


There are gigantic clouds floating in the sky. Roger under his breath tells David he loves him and David knows 
he's lying. 


